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but now they provided comfort. 
The ethereal creatures ignored Chae as they 
moved about on their mysterious errands. Chae let 
out a shaky breath. These were merely lost spirits. The 
Manito, the ones he came to meet, would have to be 
called. 
Chae took his bone flute from his belt and I ifted it 
to his lips. Chae stuttered, and neither words nor 
music would pass his balky tongue with the fluency 
needed to call a Shaman's power. The flute was his 
voice of magic. He began to play the song of calling. 
At the sound of his first note, the misty figures 
stopped moving and turned towards Chae. From a 
wide doorway, leading into what had once been a 
temple, the fog began to writhe. It parted and a giant 
figure stepped into view. At first he seemed to be lit- 
tle more than mist and shadow. But as Chae watched, 
the giant form solidified and became real. He turned 
to look at Chae. 
The giant's eyes glittered with obscure emotion 
and he drew himself up with purpose. He started 
across the wide path, his broad feet plopping in the 
dust. Chae put away his flute. Was this a Manito? 
Quelox had warned him they could appear in many 
guises. 
The giant stepped into the light and paused. His 
skin shone the color of old bronze; his eyes glittered 
cold and black as onyx. He carried a long, wide knife 
and a shield of beaten copper. A spiky headdress of 
porcupine quills and feathers adorned his bald skull. 
Behind the giant warrior, the misty spirits gathered, 
laughing and gesturing menacingly. 
"I am Naskone the sun warrior." The giant 
pointed his knife across the fire. "Who are you?" 
Chae strained to force words past his tongue. "Ch- 
Chac." 
"You called a Manito. Why?" 
"Are you a Manito?" 
The giant scowled and the spirits screamed. "No, 
I am one of these." He waved his hand to the lost 
spirits gathered behind him. "When you called the 
Manito, it gave me substance so I might speak in its 
stead." Naskone leaned towards Chae. "And kill you 
if necessary." The giant raised his knife. 
Chae held up his hand as if to ward off the blade. 
"Tell me how you became a lost spirit and I may be 
able to help." Chae kept his voice soft and without 
threat. 
"Why should I need your help?" asked Naskone. 
"You are trapped between this world and the 
Shadowland. I am a Shaman's apprentice. Only a 
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C hac shivered as a cool breeze dried the sweat gathered along his spine. He added a twig to his 
small fire, more for the light it provided than warmth. 
A boy of twelve summers needed light to bolster his 
courage, especially one camped in the City of Lost 
Spirits. 
Darkness and cold, the twin spirits of night crept 
slowly into the deserted city. Behind them would 
come the Manito. 
Chae huddled against a ruined wall that encircled 
a portion of the city lying next to the canyon wall. He 
pulled his blanket tighter around his shoulders. The 
small pool of light cast by his fire, illuminated only a 
few of the empty buildings that filled the enormous 
cavern. Overhead a huge bulge of sandstone swelled 
out, hiding the city from summers scorching sun and 
the light of cold winter moons. Below he could hear 
Red Water River singing its way to the sea. 
This cliff dwelling had been abandoned by living 
men, before the Dream Times ended, but Chae had 
not come here to speak with the living. 
A sound stirred the air: an odd, slow moan as if 
the city felt pain. The air grew cold, flowing across 
Chac's face with a delicate frozen caress. He heard 
voices, shrill and distant. 
Chae eased his short knife loose in his legging, 
then drew and arrow, lying it across the short bow in 
his lap. Neither lost spirits nor Manito could harm a 
living man, but Quelox had warned Chae that an evil 
Manito might enlist the aid of a hungry puma or bear. 
Chae smiled when he thought of Quelox, the 
gentle, ferocious old man that patiently led Chae 
along the path to becoming Shaman. This lonely vigil 
was a part of that path. A potential Shaman must 
know and understand the Earth Mother and the 
Manito were her eldest children. Que lox had said they 
could teach Chae to raise fire. 
Out of the city's darkest corners, white mist began 
to coil and move. The voices came closer, speaking in 
languages Chae did not understand. From empty 
doorways, figures emerged, gossamer as fog and 
glowing softly. They milled about shouting and sing- 
ing, never quite touching the earth. 
Chae jumped to his feet, blood thundering in his 
ears. He reached up to hold the medicine bundle 
around his neck. Through the thin leather he could 
feel his amulet of courage, the claw of a black bear. 
Before sending Chae on this quest, Quelox had thrust 
the feather of an eagle in Chac's headband and placed 
the bear claw in his medicine bundle. When Chae be- 
came a man he might choose to discard his amulets. 
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"I wi 11 try," he said. He raised his arms and spoke 
words Chae did not understand. When he was 
finished he threw his knife and shield to the ground 
A bell sound shook the earth. The lost spirits wailed 
and ran screeching into the darkness. 
Over the temple door, a rainbow arch formed and 
beyond bright sunlight filled a vaguely seen land. 
Tears streamed down Naskone's Cheeks. He arose, ig· 
nonng the weapons lying in the sand 
them all. Then I found the cave where they hid their 
elder children. These I slew. Yet a few of the younger 
ones survived and their leader, a girl of no more than 
twelve summers, hurled a poison dart into my chest. I 
died with the blood of children still hot on my hands." 
Naskone squatted down, his eyes haunted and 
unfocused. He lay his knife across his knees. "Al- 
though my body was dead, Supay the Shadow would 
not let me cross the Shadowland." He looked up and 
slaver hung from his lips. "If I escape this prison I will 
kill that girl and if she is dead, I will destroy her des- 
cendants." 
Naskone lifted his wide blade and lay it against 
Chac's neck. Chae felt the cold, sharp edge. If he did 
not choose his next words carefully, he would die. 
"That is why you cannot leave," said Chae. 
Naskone's eyes burned and Chae felt pressure 
from the blade increase. A trickle of warm blood ran 
down his neck. 
"You make no sense," said Naskone. 
"You are caught in a cycle of vengeance. You will 
never enter the Shadowland until you break that 
cycle." 
Chae felt the knife tremble against his skin. Nas- 
kone tilted his head as he spoke. "You say vengeance 
for my son was wrong." 
"Not the vengeance against those who slew your 
son. But you killed children. You killed their sons." 
The pressure against Chac's neck lessened until 
the cold blade lay flat on his shoulder. Madness faded 
from the giant warriors eyes. "How did you acquire 
the wisdom of old men." His voice had a new, gentler 
quality. 
"It is your wisdom also or you would not agree," 
said Chae. 
Naskone hefted his blade and returned it to his 
lap. "What can I do to break the cycle?" 
Chae gulped in a draught of air. He had not real· 
ized he was holding his breath. He paused a moment 
to think . 
. "You are a Sun Warrior Do you have an unbreak· 
able oath?" 
Naskone nodded as if the answer was obvious. 
"Swear with that oath that you will not take 
vengeance on that girl or any of her descendants, and 
perhaps Su pay will hear." 
Naskone stared into Chac's eyes as if he was sear- 
ching for more wisdom. He shook himself and arose. 
Shaman or a Manito can show you the way through 
the rainbow gate. A Manito sent you to me, perhaps 
it intended for us to help each other." 
Anger twisted Naskone's lips and his knife 
trembled. Chae shrank back but his eyes never left 
those of the warrior. 
"Tell me how you can help or I will cleave your 
head from your scrawny shoulders." . 
"twill try. But I must know howyourspiritbecame 
lost." 
For a long moment, Naskone did not move. His ex- 
. pression softened and he lowered his knife, letting 
the blade slap against his thigh. He looked out into 
the darkened canyon as if he had forgotten Chae. 
"I was once the most powerful warrior on earth. 
My shield shone like the sun and my bow cast arrows 
into battle as if they were bolts of lightning. Enemies 
fled before me without striking a blow. Then came 
the war of the gods. A tribe of men, called Mools, al- 
lied themselves with the Mad Gods and were sent to 
destroy me." 
The giant warrior raised his arms and shook his 
knifeatthesky. "They killed my son." The cavern rang 
with his agony. 
He looked down at Chae, his eyes glazed with 
madness. "It took me twenty years, but I destroyed 
At night when I slip into my bed, 
Visions of fantasy dance in my head, 
And instead of counting harmless sheep, 
I count scaly dragons to make me sleep. 
And my dreams are filled with faery lords, 
Glittering armour and magical swords; 
Wizards who dwell in dark-tiered towers, 
And captive maidens in glassy bowers. 
All haunt me when I'm deeply asleep, 
Into my weary head they crawl and creep, 
Telling me tales that won't fade away, 
That last in fabled glory through the day; 
Tales of heroes and tales of wise sages-- 
Waiting to be written in a book's pages. 
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to teach him his first magic. A light breeze stirred the 
sand and Chae hastily reached for his flute. He played 
the melody to its completion. 
He held his hand out over the dead embers and 
flames leaped up to warm his fingers. He almost 
shouted with triumph. He would leave tonight to tell 
Quelox of his success. 
He scooped up a handful of sand to put out his fire 
and stopped in mid- gesture. For a moment he did not 
move. He could raise fire, but he must still use sand to 
quench it. 
He looked out into the darkness, disappointment 
quelling his joy. He could call fire but he could not 
control it. He looked back at his fire and another 
revelation jolted him. He had learned a greater les- 
son. Knowledge was an endlessly unfolding flower, 
each petal revealing new mysteries beneath. His life 
would be filled with the anticipation of discovery and 
the excitement of new challenges. 
He tossed the sand into the fire and walked to the 
edge of the cliff. Bright stars glittered in the dark sky 
and reflected in the black mirror of Red Water River. 
He raised his voice in wonder. 
"You are my wisest teacher and my greatest 
mystery. Thank you, Mother Earth." 
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Where tales of Faery are decried 
As unhealthy for our young, 
Who drown in a video tide, 
Elfland's deathknell having rung. 
Where every hill is just a sod, 
Instead of an elvish mound, 
Where planners and scientists play God, 
And boast of "wonders" they have found. 
Where every tree is just a tree, 
Untenanted by dryad or sprite, 
And the only demons we must flee 
Are thugs on the subway at night. 
Elfland's enchantment fades away, 
Leaving the world a bleak old place, 
An unrelieved vista of grey 
Where skyscrapers rear into space. 
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He turned to Chae. "The Manito has released me 
and Supay beckons for me beyond that gate. The 
Manito says you are worthy. He will speak to you." 
Naskone turned and walked through the rainbow 
gate. Another bell sounded and the gate closed. 
The city became quiet. After a while, Chae 
decided the Manito had deceived him. There would 
be no gift. Chae gathered his blanket around him. He 
would wait until daylight to leave. 
A stirring sound came from dead leaves, piled 
against the wall. A little jumping rat scurried out. 
With one q!JiCk leap it perched atop a nearby stone 
and stared at Chae. Chae held his breath. Was this the 
Manito? 
"I am here to teach you man-child. What do you 
wish to know?" The rat's voice sounded low and clear, 
like the ringing of pebbles in a stream. 
"Give me the power to raise fire," said Chae. 
"You already possess the power," said the crea- 
ture. "You only need to know the song." The rat 
jumped down and scurried through the sand, drag- 
ging its tail. The marks it left were musical symbols. 
"This song will teach you how to raise fire," said 
the rat. It scuttled back under the pile of leaves, leav- 
ing the city quiet. 
Chae looked down at the scribbled notes. A song 
